THE    DUKE    OF    WINDSOR
able to whisper, "we welcome you for yourself")
The Prince's white train threaded its way through the fer-
tile valleys of the Cape Province. He paused in towns beside
the sea where he ate oysters and talked to fishermen; he
turned inland and nodded to the drivers of the great wagons
that passed him, drawn by teams of eighteen oxen. Little
brown children came to the roadside and threw ferns and
flowers on to the parched dust, so that his coach should run
over them. When he came to the mountains he passed a
place where his great-uncle, the Duke of Edinburgh, had
hunted elephant, almost sixty years before. Sometimes he
paused to shake hands with soldiers who had fought in the
Matabele War. In one place, two old men held their still
older father in the air—a man who had passed his hundredth
year—so that he could wave to the Prince as he went by.
As he travelled, the Prince gathered more and more infor-
mation. While people cheered and smiled, he asked questions
and made notes. He wished to know the costs of production
and the methods of manufacturing. Like his mother, he
seemed to have an inexhaustible appetite for facts, and an
incredible memory.
Sometimes the white coach paused and the Prince stepped
down and went out over the veld to shoot springbok and
guinea fowl. The richness of the land through which he was
passing was proved in arches of produce built across the roads.
On the way to Port Elizabeth the train stopped while a group
of eager Kaffir minstrels played and sang. The Prince knew
one of the songs. Once more, the boy of Magdalen was awak-
ened : he jumped down from the train and joined in, with his
ukelele.
Port Elizabeth is the Melbourne of South Africa. Here are
the descendants of the 1820 settlers to whom England is
"home". Their welcome was glorious, particularly when the
Prince went out to the crusaders' ground, upon which seven
thousand white children and seven thousand brown children
joined in singing his anthem. As they sang, silver aircraft
pierced the clouds or dipped down to salute the son of "the
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